“perched on the roo!; some of them suff’
= und upright, like stark warriors on guard,

_the benefit of storks, which never came

, no wonder, then, that the Blue Horse he-

- frequenters of bar-rooms. Heavy rafters,
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HARRY BLAKE,
A story of Circumstantial Evidencer
founded on fact.
BY JOMN QUOD, ESQ,

CHAPTER. I.
Somewhere about the time when the ill
fecling, which had long been gathering
strength and venom, between England
and her American colonies, was ripenin
into n rebellion, there stood on the roa
between Albany and Schenectady a fan-
tastic old building, whose style had been
hatched on the foggy brain, and whose
wills had reared by the sturdy hand, ol
some Dutch architect. It was a subswan-
tial, antiquated houee, time-worn, grey,
but not dilapidated; half smothered in
trees, with odd-lovking wings stretching
oul in every imnginable direction, with
little reference to uniformity or regularity.
Sharp gables, with steps to the lops of
them, jutted up among the green branches
of the trees; crooked chimneys, lorked for

there, and of all possible forms, were

and others twisting and bending, like so
many inquisitive old fellows, endeavoring
to peep into the narrow little windows
which garnished the second story. But

everything about it was solid, strong, and |

old. The very barns had a generous look
They were low, roomy, and extensive,
with broad, wide doors and windows, and
hod u cumfortable, liberal air, not un-
like some sturdy, short-legged fellow,
with a large stomach and ample brecches
pockets,

From the lowest branch of a large ey-
camore, in € #of this house, hunga s ign-
board, ornamented with the fizure ol a
horse, of a deep blue color—a variety ol
that animal possibly common in those days,
but at present extinet—indicating that it
was a place ol public eutertainment.—
Such an intimation, however, was little
needed in its own immediate neighborhood,
for the Blue Iorse was a pluce noted
throughout the whole country round-r its
good ale, its warm firesive, and its jolly,
Jovial ol landlord, who told a story,drunk
his ale,and smoked his pipe, with any
man in the country ; and so he could but
get u crony at the bar-room fire, he cared
little whether fhe ale which was making
him mollow was ever tobe paid for.  Itis

came the del'ght of the men,and the hor-
ror of their wives, who wondered that
their husbands would wander off’ of nights
toold Garret Quankenboss’s house, and
listen to his roystering stories, when they
could be so much more usefully employed
in eplitting wood or rocking the babies to
gleep at home. Rumors of their venom
reached the ears of old Garret; but he
moked his pipe, closed his eyes, and for-
got them, [Ilis customers did the same,
and, in spite of conjugal opposition, the
bar-room of the Blue Horse was rarely
empty.

This bar-room was a large barnlike
chamber, with a wide, gaping firoplace,
and great sturdy fire-dogs squatting in
trontof it, with huge logs of wood resting
on and warming their hinder parts—by
the way, an application to warmth in a di-
rection which has latterly become guite
<common, not only to fire-dogs, but t» all

blackened by Lime and smoke, crossed the
“top of the room, and from them projectald
8 on which hung hams, hind quariers
smoked beef, baskets, kettles, and vari-

§ articles of culinary use. Over the
himney were several guns, covered with
dust and cobwebs, and which probably had
hever been used since the landlord was o
boy ; but on which he now oceasionnlly
cast an anxious eye, as rumors of war und
strife reached bim from the more eastern
colonies. Wooder chairs, wooden tables,
a wooden dresser, garnished with pewter
 lates, shining like $o many mirrors, and
a huge arm-chair in the chimney corner,
with Garret Quuckenboss’s fat body ind
Jolly face in the midst of it, corapleted ihe

—— T —— S —

It was about five o’olock in the after-
noon of a fine bright day in autumn, and
in this very room, and in the midst of a
roup of half-a.dozen men, with the face
of the landlord of the Blue Horse shining
out, like a red sun, from among them, that
we open our narrative. They were all
men of the same class as Garret—plain,
sturdy, substantiul—mostly larmers of the
neighborhood, who had loitered in to pick
up the gossip of the day; or those who,
on their way from Albany or Schenecta-
dy, had dropped in 10 have a talk with
old Garret before indulging in the same
lensure with their better halves at
ome.

The subject, however, which now en-
grossed them was far fxom a pleasant one.
[t seemed so even to the landlord, for he
was silent, and turned a deaf ear to all
that was going on; it being a fixed rule of
his, to interfere in no man’s difficulties but
his own. And as this, which was a hot
dialogue between two of the party, was
evidently fast verging into a quurrel, after
eying the parties steudily for some time,
he thrusthis hands into his pockets, and
quietly left the room. Belore closing the
door, he turned and looked solemnly at the
disputants, to let them see that, owing 10
their misconduct, they were about being

from his throut a grumbling indication of
supreme discontent, he shot the door und
want ont,

“Come, come--stop this, Wickliffs,”
said an old man, one of the party, on
whom at least Garret's look had produ-
ced an effect. “Don't you see you've dri-
ven Garret ofl? "This dispute is mere non-
sense.”

The person whom he addressed was a
short, square-built man, with a dark sal-
low face, with a scar on the nose, and one
crossing both his lips, as if he had heen
slashed there witha knite; « ek tlack
eve, that at umes kindle  unl o
til it seemed a red hot bull set i s sock-
et; alow wrinkled forehead, and lips that
worked and twilched, baring and shiwing
his tecth like a mastiff preparing to lute,
And us he sat there, with his fingers work-
ing with unger, and his lips writhing, he
was about as ugly a looking fellow as one
would wish to see.

He turned slowly to the old man who
spoke to bim, and snapping his fingers in
his fuce, said, “D-=n old Garret! Let
him go, let him; and as for this dispute
with that boy, it's my affair, not yours;
ﬁudu‘u'l meddle with” what don® concern
yon.,’

The old man drew back abashed. DBut
the opponent of Wickliffe, a young fellow
of three or lour and twenty, whose (rank,
handsome countenance,and glad eve,seem-
ed a warrantof un open, gencrous disposi-
tion, now pul in,

“Well, Wicklitle,” said be, “if vou will
quarrel, [ won™. | dida’t want to drive
Gurret out of his own bar-rnom, and you
know he never will stay where there's
quarreling. So drink yourale, and we'll
say no more about this matter.

“But | will say more about it,” retortod
the mun, half rising from his seat, and at
the same time shaking hig fist at him, 41
will say more; who'll hinder me, I'd like
to know that?  And as for vou,Mr. Harry
Blake, 1 will say too, that in spite of
your big carcase, you have no more spir-
it than a wuman. That is what ['l]
sa-‘--1'

“Well, well, say it, if von please,” re-
plied Bluke, going to the fire and seating
himselfon a bench, in frontol it, “I'm sure
I don’t care.”

As he spoke, he laughed; and leaning
forward, pi-ked up a clup which lay on the
hearth, and commenced stirring the fire
with ity at the same time whistling, and
paying no attention to what lis opponent
said, other thun by an occasional laugh
al his evident angér at being thus [loiled.
At Inst, however, Wickliffe, turning to a
man who sat nextto him muttiered some-
thing between his teeth, which drew the
ery of “Shame! shame!” from those a-
round him, of which Bluke caught but the
words, “Mary Lincola.”—But they bro’t
him to his feet.

“What's that you say about Mary Lin-
coln?” said he, advancing towards the
min who was looking at him with a grin
of satisfaction at having at !ast aroused
bim.

“Nothing, nothing,” replied seve:al, at
the same time rising and placing them
selves between him and Wicklitfe, “Dou’
mind him Harry;” don’tmind him. 1e’s
in a p :ssion, and doesu’t mean what he
says.Y B

“But I do mean 11, shouted Wick!iffe.
“] do mean it; and | repeat it, Mary Lin-
coln is—"

“What!” demanded Blake quickly, his
eyes glowing witk anger. ‘

Wickliff: eyed him fora moment with
a fixed dogged starejand it might have been
shame, or 1t might bave been a feeling of
trepidation, at having at length aroused
him, and at seeing the powerlul frame ol
Blake, with every muscle sirmg, ready to
leap upon him. that deteired wiag for he
turned wway bi- head

v l' -

Had SRli—

beeame deadly pale, as he answered:|you are the youngest you can get the
“Wickliffs, | did not hanr what you said, | horses ™

but Fdare you to repeatit. It you do, and

rhf.'m is ona word, i1 it that should not be, | agres to the proposal, for, afler yawn-
this hour will be the bitterest of your whole | ing and stretching himself, he went out,

which had gushed from the wound, had
nlready saturated the clothes through and

The Person thus address seemed to through, and formed a small pool in the

road,
“llarry Blake,” said the olJ man, as he

lite. ’m not the man to make a threat|and in a few winutes was heard ecall. drew the knife lrom the wound, *thia s

and not act up to it

to repeat his remark, and then turned on

and left it sticking there.

ing from without thut the horses were
He stood for a moment, waiting for him| ready.

Dense

Ly

“And will you send me to prison on
such a charge as this " repeated Bluke Lit.
terly.

The old man was silent.

“Did you ever know me to lie, Calel?”
said he.
“Never, Harry, never!"”
“Aund do you think I'd lie now?”

a feacful deed, and the punishment is
ad g ) equally dreadful,
I'ne road Which they pursued was the|q magisirate, and must discharge my du-
his heel and walked to the furthest end of | same already taken by Wicklifle and
the room; and as he did so, it was re- | Blake; andas they had far to go, and it
murked by several who thought nothing of | was lute, they struck into a brisk trot, so
it at the time, but who remembered it long | s to pass a dronry portion of it, which
after, when every word then uttered, and | ran through waste nnd forest before the
every action done, became unportant, that | might set in. Partol it was sad and solitas
he ground his teeth together, and sejzing’| ry enovugh, shrouded with wil trees, cov-
u large knife which lay on the tnhl“ ered with long weeping moss, truiling

his teeth still set, drove it into the table, | from the branches w the earth, and, re-

You know thut I am

sembling locks blanched by uge.

“I don’tknow,” replied Grayson, “I ne-

you" continued he, becoming sill more
exzited, **be she pure as snow—or-or-or [ poad, which had been here and there enli-
what I will not nume!  G—d! One would | vened by larms and orchards, and were
A plorious | trotting
deprived of the light of his countenance, | paic you'd make! Your red hot temper | walls ol swamp and forest—a dreary
and then shaking his head, and emittiog | would he finely balauced against her sweut
fice and cispositiun,  Swect—very sweet | rose in the air. [tseemed to proceed from
—and so d—d gielding—and dovelike—
that she cannot resist importunity, how-
ever improper==ha! ha! It makes me

said the ld man, who had beforo iuterfer-
ed with Wickliffe. *“The man was balf sccing Blake endeavoring to pull the
drunk and quarrelsome, and saw that you
couldn’t stomach what he was saving, and
No one cares tor i or|done!”
Blake let loose his hold on the knife,
and started up as they advanced.

so he said it,
his words, We know all that Mary Lincoln
hasn’t her equal in these parts. God bless
her! 1 only wish she was my own child. | lopked hastily ubout hwn; made one or
Not but what my poor litle Kate is a good
girl; and kinp snd affectionate too, poor
little Kate is; but yet she’s not Mary Lin.
coln; but Kawaisa god girl, though; a
very good girl.” Aund the old man shook | you with murder!”
his head, reproachfully, as if thire were
a small voice whispering at his heart, that
he should not have placed his own poor
little Kate next with Mary Lincola.

he looked at the old man; and he took his
hand and shook it warmly. “You're right,
Adams——you're right.
one to speak up for her, I see it. Gud
bless you all for your kind feelings towards
her. And now I think of it, Adams, tell | i}y, "Walton, and less ipetuous, listen to
Kate that Mary may not be Mary Lincoln
long, and may soon want her to smnd up
with her.”

old farmer, rubbing his hands together,
“and right glad lam to hear it; but, Har-
rv, you'll oot carry this quarrel far- Gal!
thoar—promise me—I can trust you,
know,"

frommy copy-book.
Five miles are between me and my howme.”
As he spoke, he turned from them and left
the room, and in short time was heard gal.
lopping down the road.

“No matter  what I v
ounca, amd thut's epough  They
ll."

furniture ol the room.

Stll his adversury did not seem dis- [and tangled bushes with giant dead trees,
posed fo giveup a dispute which, it was | stretching out their leafless branches over
evident, had already been carried 1o, | them, with here and there o solitary
far; lor he dwanded in an impztient | crow, plumingits feathers on them, crowd-
ed up to the very path; and in other

“What's Mary Lincoln to you, my young | purts there were miles ol pines und ce-
fellow, that you bristle up so at the very |durs, shooting up amid sumachs and dwar

tone—

mention of her nnme?  What is she o/ bushes,

think you were a swectheart,

laugh.

il promize not to fol-

“Come, come, Harry; don’t bea boy,”

)

dar!
him."
“It won't do, Harry; it won't do," said
Harry Blake's fine fuce brightened as| Walton bitterly, V1 saw you with the knife
in vour grasp-—in his bosom—and him
Oh! Harry! This is a sad ending
Mary ueeds no|of this afternoon’s quarrel.”

“Will you hear me?” sail Blake ear-
nestly, “and you, Caleb—you are older

dead .

me.
)-'NLII"?C“.

They had passed that portion of the

“#Was that a shout or a seream?” said
Exerting | Grayson, instinctively turning his heavy
whip in his hand, so to have its louded han-
dle ready fora blow.

sltsmacked of both,” replic] Walton.
“Hark," suid old Caleb Grayson, “there if
is again.”

Again the same piercing cry shot thr
the air, and weat echoing through the
woods, until it seemed to die away in‘a low
wail.
“Ther’s foul play there,” shouted Wal-

“No"

“l did, and it was arry.
Bluke be seltling scores with that braggart
Wickliffe?
“God of Heaven! I hope not ! exclaim-
“There was bad  blood
ennurh between them to lead to a dozen
murders. Go ity Jack,” said he again strik-
ing his horse, “we’ll be on them atthe next
Bluke saw that nothing was ta be gain- | turn of the road—the Lushes
ed by a strugglo with so many, and so he
snid, “Let me go.
low him,
relinquished their hold, “you huve lhis
night heard 1his scoundrel defame one of
the purest girls that ever lived, because he
had a grudge agninst me, and kuew that
she was to be my wile
ity if it cost me my life.”

now,"
A dozen leapz of their horses brought
But mark me,” sud ha, as they | them round the copze of trees, which had
shut out a sight that made them shudder,
Within twenty yards of them, extended on
his back on the ground, lay Wickiilfe,stone
dead. Bonding over him'was Blake,grasp-
He shall pay for | ing a kaife, which was driven to the haft
in his bosom.

wGiond God! Ilarry Blake taken red-
exclulined Grayson,

Blake stared at him.

Harry cla<ped his hands together, as he
Bitnow | wust go | agked, “Aud do you intend to sweas
to that? and t charge me with this
deed 1"
“There is no help for it as | see,” said
Grayson. “The man is murdered.
Harry Blake had not been gone many | dido’t murder him, who did?
minutes, when one of the cumpany, an
old man, dressed in a suit of homespun,
who had been sitting at the fire an inac-
tive spectator of the altercation, got up,
and, turning to & man who was leaning
satd 1yt garelessly against the oppagite side of the
1 tieard | fireppace, said, “Come, Walton, let's (ol-
Inw Harry's axample.

that.”
As he spoke, he proreeded 1o examine
the bady, 10 see il it retammed any signs
of life; but it was rigid and motionlyss,
with its open eveés stanog at the sky, and
the teeth hard set, as if the spirit had
The knife had been dri-
Our paths are ihe| vea 55 truly, that it most have passed

briskley
spot——when suddenly, n sharp, shrill cry

the wood; a short distunce in front of
them.
They were both brave men: but their
checks grew white, aud they iustinctively
His laugh, howaever, was a short one;|drew in their horses.

for before the words were lairly out of lis
mouth, Blake was vpon him.
liis great strength, now doubly iucreased
by fury, he fuirly swang the ¢peaker from
his feot, and flung him across the roowm,
and against the opposite wall; striking
which, he fell ut tull length on the floor:—
For o moment, Wicklifle lay stunned; but
recovering himsell, he sprung up, and
shuking his hond at Blake, und saying
“My boy, you may tuke your measure for
a coflin alter this; for you'll need one,”
dirted from the room. A speedy opportu- | ton, and striking.his horse a heavy bLlow
nity might have been afforded to him 10
have put his threat ioto execution, had not
several persons sprang forward and seizel
Blake, as he was fullowing, and held i
back by main force.

with his whip, the animul sprung forward
“There 1t is again.~-
By God! i's some one begging for mer-
cv.”!
: “Siop, Walton,” said old Caleb Grayson,
“Don’t stop me,” excluimed he, strug- | sudden'y reining in his horse.
gling to get loose and dragging the strony
men who held him, across the room. “Let
lovse vour grip, I say," exclmmed he to
one who held him by the shoulders with a
strenglh nearly equal to his own. “Let ma
g0, or I'll strike yon.”

*No, you wont,Harry,” replied the oth. | ad
er. “even it yon do, Pll not let you go on
a fool’s errand. So there’s no use scuflling
in that way,”

at a full gnilop,

hear the name ™

Waltou.

handed in a murder

knife from the wound.
agnin, Oh! Harry, Harry, what huve you

two irresolute steps; but before he could
make up his mind whether to fly or not
Walton sprang from his horse, and flang
aimzell upon him “larry Blake,| charge

I came here but a moment befure
I heard a person calling for
o help; and galloping up, found Wicklifle
“I will do that, Harry, [ will,” said the dead, with this kaife driven in his heart;
and was endeavoring to pull it out when
veu came np. This iz trath, so help me
Din’t you believe me, Caleb?”
Graszon shouk his head, as he replied:
“Wonld thar | could, Harry; but as
Biake, howevet, laughed, and shoek his | jone 1o be saved, [ saw you stab him, 1
head. “1'l think of it,”said he. *‘*Be-|4i1.»
wire of rach promises,” was what [ learat

gone, in agony.

ver befure suw you when there was so

CHAPTER II.

About five miles from the tavern men-
tioned in the lust chapter, stood a spacious
brick house, une story high, with low
caves extending within reach of I.I:s
ground, and tall pointed windows, perch
along its roof, as a substitute for second
story lights. It was a veneralle, grey,
old house, which seemed to have dozed
away, amid the great shadowy trees which
crowded about ity becoming hoary and an-
liquated, yet retaining an air of substan-
tinl comfort. Creeping vines, of various
kinds, clambered about the windows, and
in fissures of the walls, forming a green
mat over much of the roof;, and stealicg
up the trunks of the old trees; which form-
ed the home of many a bird, who poeped
into the narrow windows, or mounted on
one of the tpmost branches, which tow-

great risk hanging over you. Oh! Hur-
ry, Harry!” continued he, clasping his
hands together and looking at the young
man, with an expression in which terror
and sorrow were strongly blended,—*]
had rather met any man than  you, here.
It will make many a sid lLeart in this
neighborhood.  Why did you promise what
Adams asked! or, rather, why did you
leave us then!"

Blake shook his head, as he answered:
“Caleb, what ean I'say more than | have!
I 1 repeat what I have just told you, you
will not beliecve me. I was coming along
this road; heard the sereamsof this man;
galloped to the spot, and found hin dead
with a knife in his breast. 1 got off’ my
horse to see what could Le done for him,
and was drawing out the knife when
you came, Ind vou been two min-
utes sooner, and I vne minute later, |
should have made the same charge a-
gainst you, which you now muke aguinst
me.

“But the ery—~~the words: *Merey, mer.

cy, Harry ! Ile vitered vonr name.”
“He did indeed,” replied Blnke, *he did,
indeed; I heard it myvseil,  Bat he did not
say Harry Blake, Harry, you kuow, is
not an unusual name.”
“It may be—it may be,” siid Grayson,
“bhut still we must deliver you up; and
il you are innocenty, God grant that
vou may prove voursell si; but unless
my eves deceive me, | suw you stub that
man,”

“IF thatis your belief, God help me!™
said Blake solemnly, *for you must be a

Cuan Harry

“Don't stab him

“Me with mur-
Are you mad? Why, I didu’t kill

wilness against me. Jf I am charged
with murder, such a fact sworn™ to  would
hang me. Bt you have not evon looked
for another murderer than me, He may be
hid somewhere about here. Ssarch in the
bushes and you may lind him yet. 1%l not
stir.”

With a strange reliance on the word of
the man, whom they would [notd believe,
when he nsserted his innocence, they leli
him, an/d commenced a search aling the
rond.  And there stood the culprit mution-
less—making noattempt at escape, and
watching them with an earnestness, only
accounted for by the fuct that on their
suceess his life depended. Al a short dis-
tance from the spot, and in a part of the
bank, on the roadside, where Blike sail
he had not been, there was a foot-print. It
was indistinct, but as far as could be
Judged, when compared with Blake’s fyot,
it coincided in size and form. A little lur-
ther on, was another,and also the marks
of a struggle in the road. llere, too, were
the same foot-prints; and these, too, in
dimensions, corresponded with the foot of
Blake,

“It's singularly like mine,” said Blake,
placing his foot on the track,

“It had ought to be,” said Walton grave.
ly; “anless your foot has altered its shape,
within the last five minutes.”

Blake made no reply to this insinuation,
but stooped looking with an expression ol
deep trouble at the foot-print. In the
meantime, the others continued their
search up and down ths road, and ia the
bnshes. The marks of the struggle were
nwnerous; but there was no trace of a
murderer* other than Iarry Blake. At
last they both came out and stood in the
road,

“1o you find nothing?” inquired Blake
earnestly. i
Grayson shook his head, as he =aid:
“Ididn't expect to; but you wished me
to look, Harcy, and Lhad & hard duty to
perform; and so | thought Pd humor * you
first. 1 knew it was useloss.”

“Well, well,”” said Blake, “everything
goes sadly agninst me. You must do your
duty. | am your prisoner.

“But,” said he, sceing them maving to
where the horses were, “what do you in-
tend todo with that?”  And he pointed o
the dead body.

“Catch me n-touchiog ! said Wal.
ton. “Culcb chonse to pull the knife out
of him. [ woulda™ ha’done it. It's the
crownet’s basiness, that 1s.  We'll send
him here. Coma, Harry. Wisn't onr fault
—but yon mast cume, you know,”

Blake, without further remark, mount-
ed his horse ; and waiting until they were
also on theirs, they rode off in company,
tuking the direction 1o the resilence of the
nearest magistrnte, where o due furin,
[Tarry Bluke was dalivered iuto the mercy
of the law, and srrangements were wnide
for the remuval ol the body of Wick-

Harry Blake’s fice, from a deed scarles,| same, tod we'll go o vmpany; and us|dircctly thro igh tha heart and the Uluod | liffe.

ered =0 high alufl, that its voice, as it pour-
ed forth its song, seemed”enrolling mid-
way, Which wasat least half a mile dis-
tant.  Altogether, it was a rural, snug,
dreamy old house; and in it was one of
the snuggest rooms, fited up with little
koick-knacks rare in those days—with
snowy windows and bed curtains, and a
bed as white and snowy as the curtnins,
fitonly to be oceupied, ag it was, by the
most beautitul little fairy of a a girl that
one’seyes had ever rested ony,~-and that
was Mary Liocoln.

Atabout eight v'clock, on the morning
of the day succuediug that in which oc-
curred the incidents narrated in the last
chapter, and io the small room just men-
tioned, sut a very beautiful girl, with glos-
sy gollen hair, engaged in sewing; tho’
it must be confessed that her eye was more
often wandering through the window, and
along that deep vista-like lane, which her
window looked, than fixed upou her work;
for it was nearly tho hour st which Harry

lake usually contrived, on somé pretext
or other, to find his way todhehouse, to see
how shie was, and ask a few questions, and
made a few remurks, the nature of which
was best known toherself. That day, how-
ever, he was behind his time; bot still sbhe
feltsure he would come. lle had said no-
thing about it; but she expected him as
much as il he hal; and was endeavoring
toselect out hult-u-doxen slightly coquet-
tish ways of receiving him, which just then
presented themselves to her mind. At first
she thought that she would keep him wait.
ing for her—-a very little time—just e-
no igh to muke him more glad to see her,
when she came; but then, she would be as
arich the sufferer as he; for, impatient as
he might be below, she would be equally so
above; soshe abandoned that, Then she
thoughtof taking her sewing in the wide
hall, and of stationing herself on one of
the old settees which girnished its sides,
and that she would be there very leisurely
at work, and, of course, would not see him
until he came up and spoke w her; or, per-
haps, mightaccidentally gnout just as he
was coming in.  That, too,she alandoned ;
and then she fancied that she would stroll
outand meethunin the lane; aud,itmust
be confessed, that she inclined more to-
wards this plan than either of the others;
for she had accidentally wet him in this
way belore; and on thess occasions Harry
always tied his horse 10 a tree, and walked
with her to the house; and alihough the
distance was short, they sometimes con-
sumed a great deal of timein going i
he had an opportunity of sf;ring z:::
which not unfrequently he was unable to
say nt the housa; for ber father was al-
most as fond of Harry as his daugliter, and
had 5o much to tell kim aboat his crups,
and about this thing and that, and so wuch
to ask him,that he sometimes iafringed up-
on time which Mary thought belonged ex-
clusiuely toher; and although she endea~
vored to bear i) cheerfully, yet at limes she
could nothelp thinking how soug aud hap~
py and comfortuble the old gentleman
wuold look if' he were only snuring away
in the easy arm-chair which stwod ia. the
chimaey corner, although it was but eight
o’clock in the morning.

She threw aside her work, and was ris-
ing for the purpose of udopiing this last
plan, when she heard the dashing of hoofs
i the lane. *Ii'% too late,” thought she,
“but LIl keep him waiting,” and down she
sat, outol sightof the window, su thut she
could not see the new comer, for she did
not wish Hurry should know that she had
been watching (or him. The noise of the
hoote incrensed ; und the horseman dushed
at full gallop to the door. “Ihis was not
like Harry. Ilo generally came fast e-
nough uling the road, but he did uot gillo
tg the douu like a madman. It was uotre-
speciful, and sho would tel] him so; still,
he mightbe in a hurry, Itargueld a strong
desire to see her, and that was some palii-
ati>n. There was evidently u slic Lelow,
10 front of the house and she even 'Inuj"
his nume mentioned.  What cou d be g

Tuere was no way uf learning, unloss she

projecting eavesof the house; and then
she could be seen. No, uo; she” would
not dothat.  Sull the st i

and she caught tie sound of "Voices
i earuest conversation; bat Harry’s
voice wis not umong them. She could
hold out no longer, She drew a chair near
the windowy and stood on i, nt somnd” dis-
tance from the glase; bat still the envious
Leaves puojected 5o ws o shat ol il view

ing on thero?  She was dying o know,"

went to the window, $) as w louk over the™

—_—




